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"... I hope, my dear boy, you are going to work really well this term. It
is a good plan to put one's whole heart into whatever you are engaged
in, whether play or work. Some fellows are very enthusiastic over football
and cricket and bicycling, but have no interest in their lessons, and so
never put their heart into them, and never really get on. Now, I hope
you won't be like that, but will just work hard and fairly, at your lessons,
as well as at your sports. Above all, dear boy, 'Never do a mean thing'.
"It is mean to lie.
"It is mean to allow another boy to be blamed for your Fault.
"It is mean to take advantage of a fellow who does not know about
things as well as you do.
"It is awfully mean to take anything that is not yours, even if only a
foreign stamp, or a pencil or a button.
"Keep honest^ dear Cyril, and always quite straight in little things.
"Always speak the truth and only the truth, at all times.
"Keep your mind and thoughts pure and clean. Never listen to a boy
saying dirty, rude things. Never look at another fellow doing rude
things. Never soil your dear lips that Mother has kissed, by
talking about rude, nasty things.
"Remember you are my boy, Dr. Barnardo's own boy, and keep from
everything wrong and dishonourable, for my sake and Mother's.
"Don't forget to pray every day. If we ask god to keep us and mean
it, He will And then, when we are tempted, we will be strong
to resist the devil.
"Don't tear up this letter; but keep it carefully till I see you. Read it
over two or three times by yourself, and ask Mother to explain it all.
"Good-bye, my darling. God bless you and keep you ever!
"Your loving father,
"thos. J. barnardo."
The intimate relationships of Barnardo's family circle,
whether those of sorrow or joy, helped greatly to quicken
his understanding of the whole child problem. No mother's
heart could be more gentle, more sympathetic; and no
mother, confronted by bottomless grief, could be more
tenderly tactful. His son Kennie, endowed with remarkable
gifts, was the idol of his heart. Yet, in the hour of promise,
this lad was stricken by Death. Barnardo's cup of sorrow
was full. Nevertheless, at the funeral in Bow Cemetery,
Kennie's coffin, covered with wreaths, chancing to pass the
grave of an East End child about to be buried without a
flower, Barnardo, taking two of Kennie's wreaths, approached

